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A MULTIMILLIONAIR

(The story of “A Buccessful Calam-
fty.* in which Willlam Gillette Is now
sppearing at the Booth Theatre, re-
yolves about the yearnings of Henry
wilton, @ tired business man  and

I Just Jeft him at

multimillionaire, to spend a quiet eve
ping nt home, He s guilty of a secret
gffection for an old smoking jacket.
He permits himself to contemplate the |
pdded delights af sleeping through an |
opera If the conventlons of woclety
would permit him to wenr pajamas
sbroad, The pluy opens In his home
and he Is met by his buller, Connors.)
i ILTON — Wel!, Connors,
W home early to-night.
Connors 4 Why, yes, wair;
you are m little early for you, sir.
(Takes Wilton's coat and hat.) Oh!
Mr. Belden will stop in on hls way
home, wir.

Wilton—Belden!
the office.

Connors—Yes, sir, he "phoned some-
thing came up he wants to speak to .
you about. He says If you could wailt
in a little while before golng out he |
would appreciate it H

Wilton—Well, I'd appreclate it mr-i
pelf to walt In n lttle while before go-
fng out. (Pause.) Everybody's out, I
suppose?

Connors—Why, no, slr, they've all

But they're all goilng out

come in.
agaln, sir.

Wilton—Of course, of course! (Go-
Ing to fireplace.) Am 1 golng out to-
pight, Connors?

Connors—Why, ves, sir. You're to
dine at the Longleys” with Mra, Wii-
ton, sir. And if you won't do that she I
will stop by for you at about 9 and
take you to the opera, sir, And then |
there's a reception after, T think, sir.

Wilton—Oh! (Looks Into the fire |
und sighs.) Do you know, Connors, I |,
have an idea thut I'm getting old. !

Connory  (distressed)—Oh, no, Mr,
Wilton, no; you're & young man yet,
sir. i

Wilton--Well, then, why is It that 1
feel I would like to spend a quiet eve-
ning at home—dine with my family,
perhaps play a game of cribbage and
g0 to bed?

Connors—Well, that's a nlce way to ‘
do sometimes, gir.

Wilton—I should think It would be. !
I don’t know anything about It, ori
course,

Connes—Why, wvou're- tired, sir, l
that's all's the matter,

Wilton—Is that all that's the matter,
Connors? :

Connors—Why, yes, sir. You go out
every night and you can't sleep morn- ‘
ings like the rest do, =ir.

Wilton—Do I go out every nl:ht.|
Connors? |

Connors—IWhy, you certainly do, slr, |

Wilton—Did 1 go out last night?

Connors—Why vyes, sir. You went |
to the Copley-I'ritchards’ last nl(hi.i
air,
Wilton—=8a 1 did, but T don't remem- !
ber much about It

Connors—It was a song recital, 1
think, sir, and charades, Mrs Wilton
ook part. |

Wilkton—Uh, yes,” Mrs. Wilton took |
part, 1 think I went to sieep; in fact,
I'm sure 1 did. But T didn't rest very
well, 1 was in & cump chalr,

Connors—That's not like belng In |
your own bed, sir. !

Wilton—No, it's not, Connors. And !
even if it were you're not dressed {0?[

It

Connors—No, #lir, A man that's |
used 1o his pajamas wants them, sir,
when he's sleeping.

Wilton—Yes, wes, and yet if vou
woie pajumas to & song recital people
would think it odd.

Connors  (going to cellfirette)—I
suppose they would, sir,

Wilton—Oh, yes, certain they would,
Connors, Not realizing how appro-
priate  the attire would be, (Sits
wearily in chalr.)

Cornors (who has poured out a glass
of sherry)—Here, sir. This {8 vers |

o —

Hght, Tt will rest you, sir.
Wilton the gluss,)

Wilton—Now, If T could only put on
my old brown velvet smoking Jacket
for dinner and change Into Eajiman
later for the opora!

Conrors—Your old emnking jacket
I In thore, #ir. 1t's on Its wity down
-'tatirn. Mra. Wilton ordered It thrown
out,

Wilton —Thrown aut?

Connors—Yes, sir,

Wilton—Well, Conrorn, BUPPOSH we
make a rescue. You just put It back
In my wardrobe when I get through
with it

Conors—Yes, sir. Oh, Mr. 1ddle 18
expecting wome tckets to-night, sir
they'll be $50—it's o prive fight, sir.
He saild T was to ask you for the
money,

(Glves

lt:nnrmrs—lt'n Mr, George Struthers,
Kir.

Wilton—-Who?

Connors—Mr, George Struthers,

Wilton—He doesn't want to ste me,
| does he?
| Connors—He seems to, sir.
| Wilton—Doesn't he want to see Miss
s Marguerite?

Connors—He naked for You, sir,

Wilton2~All right, Connors,

(Exit Connors Into hallway, FEnter
George Struthers, A good looking,
| progule young man, faultiessly dreased.)

George—Extuse my coming in on
| You this way, Mr, Wilton, but I'm
really very much disturbed,

<1 Wilton—Don't be disturbed on my

luocount, Have n chalr.

George—1 can't, Mr, Wilton,
(8lts.)

1 can't
sit down.

. w. ll .
Gillette

Wilton—A prize fight!
to those Lhings? Well, that's mther
encouraging. - (Pulllng cut pocketbook
he extracts a bill and gives It to Con~
nora.) ‘o Mr, Eddie dining at home
to-nlg'

Connore—He's Lot dining at all, nir,
I don't think he's feeling quite well.

Wilton—0Oh—

Connors—And Miss Marguerite wantis
to sea you, tos, slr.

Wilton (hopefully)—Ig she going to
be here for dinner?

Connors—8he’s dining In her room,
slr,

(Bell)

Wilton—0h, well, T guese this will
do, Connors. (Glves him another hill)

Connors  (laking LI —Yes, sir,
(Exit, Connors into hallway, 1le re-
turns immediately.)

Does he go

BOYS ARE S

L ON'T tell me boys are the

samo as whon I wore short
trousers,” sald the business
man with a tinge of regret in his tone
s he watched a crowd of youngsters
who surrounded a policeman on the
torner of a residential street. “They're
moliycoddles, Look at the way those
boys hung on the words of that cQp.
“Twenty years meo the sight of a
lon aud a lamb strolling amicably to-
kether down Broadway would have ex-
clied leas comment than a crowd of
Yoy voluntarily talking to a police-
M. Why, whenever 4 big, fat guar-
Uian of the luw appeared at either end |
uf my block In those days we ull ran |
like mud, not necessarily ‘because we
Were doing anything wrong at the
tme, but just on general principles. |
Usually the policeman, also acting on

Etneral principles, pursued, or pre-
tended 1o,

“Copy were regarded by the bunch of
which 1 was an energetic member as
things ty Le serupulously avolded, like
Blton Ivy. the principal of our school,
"En and wuter and the old woman
With the squint who mumbled to her-
BT s she willked,

“Wo hurbored no resentment against
the cupx, fur while we never went out
of our way to muke them chaso us, we
had enough sporting blood in us to ap-
Preciite the differonce between being
Pursued hy o real policeman with a
lub and |mpressive brass buttons and
Ylng pursued by our own playmates
n 0 game of tag, red rover, or cops
ind robbers, They put & sest into life
Which even the livellest games failed
to supply,

“The nolse we made and the fights
We hud in choosing mides in these
Bimes or in declding who was it usu-
ally brought & policeman on the run

fore we really got started. Our ideas
vl debuto and the ssttiement of rules
Were exceedingly vague, for I remem-
ber that the hoy with the loudest and
thrillest voice was reckoned the best
Yrator, and the biggest boy with the
bardest fsty usually made the rules of
thi game. Under much conditions the
Preliinlnnries, as in many sporting
iy, exceeded In interest the main

&vent,
“We ull had theorles on the best
Methis of ewcape from cops when

“ur vorbal und physical debales o

TILL BOYS

other breaches of the peace hrought
one to our block, Some preferred a
stralghtaway run dJdown the block,
others belleved in diving Into bhase-
ments and over fences (o the next
street, and the remainder had hiding
places into which they retired after
# shory run and from which they
cautlously emerged to reconnoitre
when danger seemed. pasl,

"“The idea that mny boy could stay
on the same block with a cop, let alone
talk to one, without being dragged
Immedintely to a police station to
undergo all sorts of unknown tortures
and horrora never occurred to us. "Run
along or I'll lock ye up,’ was the saln-
tatlon accorded us by bDluecoats iIf we
were ever unfortunate cnough to at-
tract thelr attention,

“"Each of us was convinced that he
was a particular object of menacing
attention of the Police Department—a
hunted creature on the face of the
earth—and this Tfeellng made life
creepy and Interedting to us. We all
knew we wera desperadoes, for we had
swiped potatoes to roast in flre cans,
broken windows, set fire pecldentally
to a fence, and yelled Insults at the
school janitor,

“One boy had actually hit a fat cop
—all cops were fut then—on the sleeve
with a snowbnll, This exploit made
him our leader for two years, until
another boy who had run down a cop
on & homemade pushmobile arose to
challenge him, asserting that detec-
tives wera ufter him. Both exploits
were accidents, it s needless to say.

“No, klr, vou would never find any
of our gang tulking to policemen, I
suppose those boys on the corner are
listening to a lecture on civie better-
ment or on how to know the wild
flowers. Hoys are mollycoddles now.
1 tell you."

He paused to survey the little group
of boya sadly. The policemun’'s volce
reached him.

“Now, the first wan of ye around
the block is boss of the gang and cap-
tain av the company tll to-morrow,
I'll whow him how to dhrill ye like a
reg'lar 1ot of soldlers. No argyments
now! Line up! Are yo ready? Go!"

The business man paused in amaze-
ment, his lower jaw dropping an Inon.
Then a smile lighted up his face and
he sald cheerfully:

“I guess I waa wrong nbout boye
chunging so much. HRaces and soldier
games were our favorite sports, Look
at them go! Hut something has
changed, and I know now what it |s—
IUs the cops!™

It’s about Marguerite. I suppose she

has told you our engagement Is
broken,
Wilton—Why, no—I didn't know

vou were engaged, Allow me to con-
gritulate you.

George—But T sald the engagement
s broken, Mr. Wilton.
| Wiiton—Allow me to—— Oh, 80 you
did.
| George—Marguerite suits me ex.
actly, If It weren't for & number of
things that I should think you, as her
futher, would view with growing con-
cern.

Wilton—Really? Perhaps I don't
know about them. I wuas saved any
worry about her sngagement to you
Ly not being Informed of it,

ficorge—~1 don't understand
Wo've been engaged for months.
happened while we were at
Bprings.

Wilton—You might have dropped
me a line, if you'd thought of It.

George—1 did. But Marguerite didn't
like the letter, so she sald she'd write
herself,

Wilton—0h, well, parhaps she will
when she gets round to it. -~

George—To go back to what 1 was
saving—perhaps you don't know—
Marguerite plays cards from morning
til night, DId you know that?

Wilton—1 know she likes bridge, but
I didn't know the hours were so con-
fining a8 all that.

George—When she's not playing
cards she's dancing and seeing o slde
of life that I don't think Improves a
young girl, Mr. Wilton.

Wiiton—B8he can't see very much of
it, wccording to the bridge schedule
you've lald out for her.

George—8he plays cards for money
—dn you know that?

Wilton—Yes, 1 know that,

George—I may be old fashioned, but
I don't think winning money at cards
is wholesome for a young girl.

Wiiton—1 don't think her health has
been wseriously undermined by win-
ning any, do you?

George—Well, or losing it either,
for that matter. You don't want your
wife throwlng monay away in a per-
fectly useleas pursult, do you?

Wiiton—No, Maybe we could have
her taught to play better,

that.
It
Hot

(Johin Belden, Mr. Wilton's partner,
drops in.)

Helden—I suppose you're golng out
to-night?

Wilton—1 suppose so.

Belden—Go out a good deal, don't
you?

Wilton—I've heard a rumor to that
effect. 8o do you.

Belden—Yes, yes, I go.
for it much, but feel 1 must,

Wilton—Why?

Beldan—Wypll, don't you?

Wilton—Not exaoctly. Muat,

Belden—How's Mrs, Wilton?

Wilton—Emmle? Always well, I'm

glad to gay. And Mrs. Belden?

Delden—8he's at Hot Bprings. I felt

that I'needed the rost,
Wilton—1I see,

‘Beldon—Anything on your mind?
Wilton—Nothing to speak of,
Belden—-You don't scem quite like

yourself this evening.
Wilton—Don't I?
Helden—Was there anything—

Wilton—Now we're talking about It,

1'd like to—this Is hardly business,

you know. '
Helden—What of that?
Wilton—Well, we've had hardly any-

Don't care

thing but businesa between us, you
know, all these years.

Belden—Why, you can’t mean that,
Henry, Mrs. Belden and I have dined
with you and you with us and we——

Wilton—0Oh, 1 know-—dinners and
calls—hut we've never sald anything
about the real things,

Belden—Real things?

Wilton—Yes: lite and all that.

I'm too upset really. |

Belden—Oh, life, Was there
thing special about life, Henry?

Wilton—Yen, 1 was wondering, Bel-
den, If you—if you—ever have the feel-
ing that your wife and—family of
course-~that they value you at all ex-
cept-——

Belden—Value you?

Wilton—Now wait, wait, I'm golng
to get this thing right now that I've
started. It isn't easy to talk about.
Do yowgever have the feeling that they
care for you only as the one who sup-
plies  everything—just the money
making machine and all that?

Belden—Why, 1—well, ves, I have
thought of it, but T never let it trou-
ble me. Do you?

Wilton—Oh, well, we can't always
help thinking, you know.

Belden—Why, of course you can,
Think of something else.

Wilton—What else is there?

any-

of A Successful Calamity"

Wilton—The poor don't get to go!
very often, |

(Emmie, his young second wife, en-
ters. Wilton decldes to resort to the
subterfuge of pretending to be ruined
in order to teat the loyalty of his wife,
children and friends.)

Emmie—Connors sald you wanted to
speak to me; do you?

Wilton—Yens—yes, dear—1 do.

Emmle—Is anything the matter,
Harry, that you couldn't come up
stalrs?

Wilton—1 wanted to sea you alone.

Emmie—Well, hurry, then, becaunse
I mustn't keep Btrogelberg. He has
milliong of people to do,

Wilton—Who |s Btrogelberg?

Emmie—He¢'s the man who does my
hair.

Wilton—Tell him to go away, Wear
your hair as it s to-night—It's more
fitting,

Emnmie—More Atting?

Wilton—Yes—that's what 1 sald—
more fitting. We're not golng oult.

Emmie—Oh, but we are. We're go.
ing to dinner at the Longleys' and
then to the opera, and then to a recep-
tion at the Briscoes' for some cousin |

(]

of theirs who's Invented something or |
other, something that explodes. He's

|

.
., g v !
5

lI«-m. all the

|mlleged iIntrigue with

Wilton-—=0Oh, well, never mind.
Emmise—Oh, how I wish now 1I'd
things I've seen ahout
what people can live on. We've been
a terribly expensive family the past
year, Harry. My being at Palm Beach
no long and Marguerite at Hot Springs
and Kddle In Canada studying avia-
tion. And Katherine Longley says the
cost of living alone is golng up so!
Wilton—Well, we'll try living to-
gether for a while,
Emmie—Rulned!
papers, Harry?
Wilton—Not yet a while.
Emmie—I'm giad. It will be nice to
have the firat few days quletly to-
gether, (Buddenly.) Hurry! Isn't It
A good thing we bought the new car,
for now we can sell it and get almost
as much as wa pald for It.
Wilton—I hadn't thought of that.
What a pity I didn’t buy a half dozen
of them,

Will it be in the

(Eddie Wilton's son breaka thr news
te Julle, his flances.)

Eddie—Hello, hello, Julie! All right;
how are you? Just wanted to tell you
I have cut out everything you don't
like.

Wilton—T just wanted to tell you"'.

Connors, that we will all be In for din-

ner. It—er—it really looka as though |

I'm going to have a quiet evening at
home, Connors.
Connors (smiling)-—Yes, alr,
ton and Connora go out.)
Eddie—Well, how do You know some-

(Wil

thing hasn't happened? I guess you'll |
think so when you hear what It is |

I've got the whole family to take care
of—and I'm glad to do it, but T would
like a little appreciation. (Enter Con-
nors with dinner gong, which he
beats.) I say 1've got the whole fam-
ily to take care of. Of course, I can,
{Connors, shocked, stops.) I do mean

| It—my father Is ruined. Good-by (to
Con- |

Connore). That's not dinner,
nors?

CQonnors—The dressing bell, sir. Din-
ner in half an hour. (Eddle dashes
past him up the stairs.) (Connors, in
a perfunctory way, beata dinner

EONg.)

fIn the second act Albertine, Mrs,
Wilton's French mald, proceeds to en-
lighten Mr, Wilton about his wife's
Pietro Rafarlo,
an Itallan portrait painter.)

Albertine—Excuse me, Mr,
can [ speak to you for one minute?

Wilton—You evidently can, Alber.
tine,

Albertine—Mr, Wilton—TI—er—think
I can't stny. 1 mean 1 think T mus
gO

Have you tald Mre, Wilton?

Albertine ~No— not yet, T——
Wilton—Well, perhaps {t's just as
well for vou to go, Albertine. Your

l!m!utl of listening at doors Is not n de-

Wilton—1 guess the best way to get
rid of him Is to give him the money
for them.

Connors {(doubtfully)—Fifty dollars,
slr?

Wilton (giving him the money)—We
can't let him lose it, Connors, so0 ¥ou
might as well tnke the tickets,

Connors—Mr. Eddie has gone to bed,
slr.

Wilton —I know It—every one has
gone to bed except you and me, Con-
nors. And 1 feel wide awake and
strangely exhilarated,

Well now, that's gond,
Wilton—What vould you think, Con-
nors, of our going to the prizefight?
Connors—Why, Mr. Wilton, slp——

Connora?

seen one, [ used to get to go In king-
land once in a while to a really fine
bout—1 saw the BSBparrow when he
knocked out Hurrlcane Harry Wells,

Wilton, !

z |
Wilton (lighting cigar)—0h, really, |

sir—perhaps you remember reading of
it, Hurricane Harry was by rights a
heavywelght, sir-

Wilton —The Sparrow was a foenther-
welght, T take |t

Volee (In hally—Well, what are you
golng to do about the tickets?

Connors—And when the Hurricane
welghed in, slr—
| Wiltan—You'd better pay
and get the tickets
| Connors—Very well, sir,

Wilton—Get your cont, Connors, and
mine. (BExit Conuars, Neenters with
coats and tickets)

Wilton—What did the man say?

Connors—He seemed much relleved,
Bir.

Wilton—8a was 1

that man

of fifty dollars

E GETS HIS WISH IN THIS PL

And if You Think it Should Be Easy for Such a Person to Get His
Way Just Read These Extracts From the Amusing Lines

Connors (admiringly)—=Do you, sir? a4,

!
Connors—Well, sir, T confess that T yurry, hecause ho knows the man
did, sir, but it's been so long since I'Ve | who runs the place awfully well., Such

-__ - o —
Emmle—Yes—yon see the traffic
pollceman was very angry with the
driver at that place where you must
g0 round the block and come back
where you started —and he pulled hiy
arm and the man lost his balance and
fell, and Pletro Jumped out of the
cab and hit the paliceman.
Wilton—But where, where?
Emmie—Right in the face, Harry .
Wilton—Did yuu get off the hoaet
Was this after or before or what?
Emmic—Of the boat! Tt wos a
cab, Harry— this was Just after wo had

| been to Updefohn's and he had glven

us the money for the Jewels,
(Pletro's volee {8 heard in the hall)
Pletro—Mrs, Woeelton —she is here?

Emmie—Oh—It's Metro, (Runs ont
Into hallway; rethens  Immediately
with rall of bills.  Enter  Pietro)
Harry—look! Six thousand dollars

I could have got lota more—

but 1 wanted to consult you about it
Pietra — Good  morning, Meester

Weelton—1 hava been arrest in the

police station s=uch a time—please ex-

Wilton—Do you llke to see a fIght, | cuse the deluy.

Emmic—~I took DPletra with me,

nonlee mun, Harey, He Just takes
everything you've got and gives yon
money for it—then lots you huve It
buck for a few cents

Wilton—Why, soun  dear ehlld—
_\'m?;\'r been pawning your Jewels for
ne'l

Emmie—Your fewels,
muve them all to me— and that woas
why I stopped. 1 thounght there might
be something vou ke to see me wepr,

Harry, You

Is—is anything the matter, Huree? 1
ey anythlog milioe o — Just every.
| thing.

. Wilten—XNao il Juet eveorys
! thing.
Rafaclo—Mecster Weelton, please—

let me extend the hund of sympathy,
tExtending both hands. )

Wilton— Certainly —which one s (t?
But |f you refer to the business dim-

culty, that has all bheen fixed up,

(Connors helps Wilton on with coat
1

and hinds him tickets.)

Wilton (lonking at tlokets)— Having
spent & quiet evening nt home, we will
now sce Frederick Ehbets, the Slerra
Cyelone, and Billy  Huffhauser, the

sledge hammer of Seattle, Aght it out |

ut the Garden.
(EBxeunt Wilton and Connors.)

{Albertine, the Froneh mald, breaks
the news that Mye, Wiltan has eloped
with Pletro Ruafaelo, tnking her jJewels
at the same time.)

Wilton—1 want the car at once, Con-

| nors,

Marguerite—Father—you're not go-
Ing after her—how can 4on after whit
she did—yon sald yourse!l

Wilton-—What «did 1 say?

Marguerite—8he gave you that drug,
darling—-

Wilton—XNn, no-
ne.

Marzuerite
It's her gloss —from the
gave her. You shun't go. futher,

vou misunderstond

amher set we

Clarence-—an | do anyvthing?
Wilton--Yes—soe if vou can find
them, Ehe must kuew thar I'm net

Belden—Serfous as all that, |s1t?

Wilton—Well, it troubles me some,
Foolish, I dare say.

Belden—It certuinly 1n, Henry.

Wilton—You see it's a little different
with me. 8he's 20 young and I thought
at the time that it might be a mistake
for me to marry again.

Belden—No more a mistake than for
any one to marry anybody. No, we
have to take life as It comes, Henry.
If they value us meraly as providers
the thing I8 to be good ones,

Wilton—Yes, we can always do that.

Beldon—Yes; wo certainly can al-
ways do that. No use brooding over
these things, and 1 dure say lots of the
time that we think that thoy're think-
ing all sorts of things they're not
thinking at all,

Wilton—You think there's a chance
of that?

Balden—I'm sure of
worry ?

Wilton—Exactly, Why worry?

Wiiton—I certulnly would llke to
stay at home to-night, Connors, but
not alone, 1 wonder how people ar-
range with thelr families to do it. Have
you any ldea? lHow was It with you—
your father — your mother — did
they—

Connors—Well, sir, of course for the
poor it's & very simple matter. They've
no money to spend and they don't get
to go very often, mo they stay at home
more or less together,

Wilten—Hm—they don't get to go
very often. They don't know, I sup-
pose, how fortunate they are,

. Connors—No, slr, I suppose not.

(Wilton crossing to fireplace.)

it, so why

Miss Findlay, Mr. Gille

| golng to tell us about it, |

| Wilton (calmly)—My dear child, we |
don't need to go out of our own house |

| to-night to hear mbout things that ex-

| plode,

| Emmle—Why, what do you mean,

| Harry?

Wilton—I'm ruined, Emmle—that's
| all,
| Emmie-Ruined! '(He nods.) But

| how can you be ruined? You can't be
| really ruined! You don't mean that
| you're really ruined, Harry?

Wilton—Don't keep saylng It over
like that, will you?

Emmi¢e—No—I won't—but ruined—
I can't believe It—Iit's mo sudden.

Wilton—Well, that's the wky those
thingm are,

Emmie—Well,
ruined—really
anything.

Wilton—No, we can't do anything.
(Crossing to fireplace.) Well, we can
have dinner.

Emmie—Where?

Wilton—Here, It's all ready and no
extra expense Lo eat It.

Emmie—Ruined! Are you golng to
tell anybody, Harry?

‘Wilton—1 don't think it will be nec-
esrary.

Emmie — Ruined! It doesn't seem
Hke us, Harry. Areyousure? Mightn't
there be some mintake ?

Wilton—Haven't you any confidence
in me at all?

Emmie—Of course T have, Harry.
You must know—you know everything
about business. Yes, I belleve you.
But T wish 1'd known It this morning.
1 made so many engagements. And I
went to 50 many shops,

b

If we're
can't do

of course,
ruined—wae

tte , Misgs Winwood and Richard Barbe

sirable one. 1 know of a man who

tripped over a girl listening ot o door |

once and hurt himsell quite badly,
Albertine—1 don't do eet, An' if
you think T make trouble you are veree

wrong. I could make so much trooble
but alwa¥s I say "no. I will not do
eet,

Wilton—0Oh, you eoauld make a lot of
trouble If you winted to, could you?

Albeptine—~1 could—for all the tine
M'sleu Rafuelo s painting Mrs,
ton's picture in hils studlo 1 am there
and I seo—cot oos #o plafn—but 1 say
nossing—1 do not want to make trouble
—I like Mrs, Wilton—1 ke her vereo
verce much, 1 want to tell you some-
thing.

Wilton—That's wliers you
mistake right at (he start.
tell me anything.

Albertine—There is one thing mon-
aleur should know.

Wilton—There's one thing 1 do know
and that s you're going, and as long
as you are golng 1 think 1 might as
well pay you now

Allertine—ray me? Oh, no, please,
If you can pay me 1 don't want 1o go,

Wilton-—~Hut woe ean't consult you in
the matter. We'll let Mrs. Wilton de-
cide; and meantime try to find somo in-
terest In life besides listening at Key-
holes and annoying Mre. Wiltan,

Albertine (meekly) Very well, mon-
sleur, (Exit Albertine.)

Connors—1It's the man with the
tickets for the prigetight.  Mr. Wilton,
I took the Hberty of telllng Ll that
Mr, Kddle has ehangoed his mind sbout
golng, sir, but he don't seem inclined
to leave,

muke n
You won't

o e |

Wil- |

Emmie—Fixed up, Harry?

Wilton—Yes—everything is all right,

nfaelo—Then von are not rucened.
Splendid! Not rueened!

Emmic—No ruined Harry —you
fon't really mean that you are not
ruined!

Rafaclo—Not ruecned!

Wilton—Don't keep saying it In con-
cert, hath of vou-avill you?

Immle—XNo—hut not ruined!

Ititaelo—1 am =0 happy for vou,
Meestor Woeelton,

Wilton—Yes, ves - 1'm sure yoil are

and T must thank you for all the
ftrouble you wedt to in my behalf—

And T found the giass. |

the getting arrestod, and everything.

Hafaelo—Oh' it was a great pleas-
ure, Meester Weelton- -1 hope you do
not regret too much that Mrs, Weel-
ton make the acquaintance of Meeater
Updelohn,

Wilten— X, no, It's convenlent at
times to have a friend like Updejolin,

Hafurcio—1 tind et ecex, And now [
will  gay pood-by, Merster Weslton,
Not  rueened! Cinnl-by, falr lady.

LR dsses Fmmiie's hand and exit.)
dammie—Ilarey —sn't it ahsurd-<hut
you know i little disuppointed that

| eversthing s all vight.,
Wilton--Well, we must try to make
the hest of it

Fmane— I saw such pretty chintz in
wowindow (1 avoutil kK ridiculous in
thisn lo st F wionld higva oo s
swoot an (he abandoned farm

Wilton-—Well, we'll inve it
afford {1 neaw

We van
vour know it talies mora
maoney to ron an alundoned farm than
any other Kingd

Fmmie (looking at lettery—Is thin
letter for me, Hapry?

Wiltom— It war e,

Emmicel.ot me poe, (She takes the
letter wnd reads it What dovs it
mean, Harry?

Wiltén—1t doesn't mean anyvthing
They told me vou bl gone away with
Rafucto. Whot thes told me was noth-
Ing—hut think of my believing !
Onle 4 you hid—1 would have pnder-
stowd 41 You ure hoth =0 voung and
It s such o bewutiful morning

Pmamnite — Laavy yvou  fol Iufaelo?
Why, T wonldn't leave von for nny one,
farr cERpecinlly whenr  you're In
trouide
i Wilton: 1 must manage o keep in
tronble 51 the time,

Emmie treadsi—"0Oh, my dear, If
yoir ever regret, come back ta me”

| Wt

n womlerful love letter, Hurey!
Wilton- T« 1t?

Emmie-~Oh, yes—moy 1 Have 17
Who opened it, Tlurey Y

Wilten—Albertin She  went off
P with vour steamer onut-—they sald-

and all the trunks and hat boxes in the

Flious
I DITHITN I gove the cout, Harrsy,
[ E Wearing Hetle and 1 didn't
PIOIOW w4 goinzg o bhe roined
Where hus =l
Wit (I dead \ary
likoly she hasa K vwhiere, 8he's
protechl You ean't mwhove
unvining poogis
Hmmie - ¥ wit i tn Norwlch
to=tay, Hug Liy kol o now baby
a1 Eokid Alwrrine s e
it Wilton —Norwieh! Charenoe Hivers
witit to the wrong pler  He would, of
E- GO how e 4t wll s
i . . . | thanter Connars,)
ruimed —and et she can draw on me | connors— FExeuse e =it Mro R
rnr. whatever =hy needs, fawto Toreot b give san the 1Gives
:.|:.; e hor e e ant e 10w tieKets te Wiltan.) ) _
K b I 1 . " A g ik =TT

Wilto Whit w TN | .“]I ;1.!11: te—uih, the el from 1 pde

witly o mement. (Wilton) @oes 10 17 (e b, ves. Updefohnts.  Oh

Ol e ve ; AMArRIeHITeY 1 ||-1-l'l'.' NHNEs —ane nuopent Just noomnrter
- N el of | freun I want to give you back
' behove ns well e thie when YU b caiis Bnitl B

[T off with ot L Conhors—XNE @ 1t true, v, that
| CWIltod wrltes o letter,) . T " . eiin

Eddie--He's all breoken up Just .(“‘”-I"‘ i v 1 |.. '8 ewven
mtagine ber going off with that criazy e . I
Tea'lan! . "II".‘I; :' \ . i i

(Entor Connors.) sn el '

Cannors - The car, Mr, Wilton, o) hon: atlph el B bR

L eIl vt how 1 oappreciate all you dig

(Wilton gives letter to Clurenoe, whae | | wotldn't hiyis missed W for the
huperles oty g

Wilteni——1 wish T hadn't walked up '“'II,,IJ....,-. But, Mr, Willon, there's
reistly. amue anistoke, sir. T Abin't Lave §8,000

i1 the bank

(In the last eseeno Emmie returng | Wilton—Well, Vil it was for
th the household inoa perturbed con- | safety.
ditlon.y Connars— Sufely,

Emmle —Oh, Harry—such n dreadfut Wilton—Yex, s that yon'll have all
thing hius happened.  You must do! (he mors ta rosens e witl should
nomething about It gquickly— Pletro has | gnother coliniy oy bk
been arrestid | Connops—Oh, Mr Wl hiw gond

Wilton (dozed)—And  yoy _\'u."\'r|\.-.-u nre, &ir, ansd W Poa Tuanigwy  cloash
come back And only to think Faw varted™

Immie - Yes—he hag oll the money Wilton—1'd va aul, Lonnors,
and the tiekers, Tarev, Do van ihink | sou don't mind, his i <3ennne)
they will tike them aw from fim | mmiie Yo forsase i Hurry, Oh,
in the statlon o (O dear—Just | it's wonderful o e forgiven even if
whem | thought 1 had sverything ;||'.!_\,.|| haven't e anything
rureed =o' beautira Wiltom—b'd Jiks e torgiven ton,

Wilton-—=Now oll e ~tell me n!ll i ovou Jdon't ming
abentt M-camil oy b afradd Emmie - Umoso happy. Tiarey, byt

Emmic— ot pow cnn | holp 162 [ of conrse Buppiness lsn't eversthns,
Harry -whop | il ol Pieteo wod Wiltom Wit qa?
all betwuse he wis =0 hind bearied, Tammie —1 don't kpnow
; \\'1:'“:1- Ob—lie was Lind hearted, | Wilton—Well, I don’ Laot's tet 4t
W O

|

5o ut happiness,




